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To shift an arbitrary power,

To cramp the student at his desk,
To make old bareness picturesque

And tuft with grass a feudal tower ;

Why then my scorn might well descend
On you and yours.   I see in part
That all, as in some piece of art,

Is toil cooperant to an end.

DEAR friend, far off, my lost desire,
So far, so near in woe and weal ;
0, loved the most when most I feel

There is a lower and a higher;

Known and unknown, human, divine !
Sweet human hand and lips and eye,
Dear heavenly friend that canst not die,

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine !

Strange friend, past, present, and to be,
Loved deeplier, darklier understood;
Behold I dream a dream of good

And mingle all the world with thee.

THY voice is on the rolling air;
I hear thee where the waters run;
Thou standest in the rising sun,
And in the setting thou art fair.
What art thou then ? I cannot guess ;
But tho* I seem in star and Bower
To feel thee some diffusive power,
I do not therefore love thee less:
My love involves the love before;
My love is vaster passion now ;
Tho' mix'd with God and Nature thou,
I seem to love thee more and more.
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